4                  POEMS  OF  THE WAR

The waverer, paltering with the chance sublime*
Dwarfs it to peril: which shall Hesper be ?

" Hath he let vultures climb his eagle's seat
To make Jove's bolts purveyors of their maw?
Hath he the Many's plaudits found more sweet
Than Wisdom ? held Opinion's wind for Law ?
Then let him hearken for the doomster's feet!

" Kough are the steps, slow-hewn in flintiest rock-
States climb to power by ; slippery those with go]d
Down which they stumble to eternal mock:
No chafferer's hand shall long the sceptre hold,
Who, given a Fate to shape, would sell the block*

" We sing old Sagas, songs of weal and woe,,
Mystic because too cheaply understood ;
Dark sayings are not ours; men hear and know..
See Evil weak, see strength alone in Good,
Yet hope to stem God's fire with walls of tow.

" Time Was unlocks the riddle of Time Is,
That offers choice of glory or of gloom ;
The solver makes Time Shall Be surely his.
But hasten, Sisters ! for even now the tomb
Grates its slow hinge and calls from the abyss."

" But not for him," I cried, " not yet for him,
Whose large horizon, westering, star by star
Wins from the void to where* on Ocean's rim
The sunset shuts the world with golden bar,
Not yet his thews shall fail, his eye grow dim 1